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HOODOO 




About to be rescued from a 
South Sec islet. Hoodoo 
Hanmigan and his pais, made 
fugitives when Jap bombers 
wrecked ffcelr floating cir- 
cus, see the rescuing U.S. 
PT-boats attacked by Jap 
dive-bombers. 

Chapter X 

RENDEZVOUS WITH 
THUNDER 

FOR A LONG moment 
Hoodo Hannigan, Dawn 
Wade and Atlas Jones could 



only stand frozen, glaring wide- 
eyed at (he squadron of Jap 
Zeros that had popped out of 
nowhere into the deep blue of 
the nearer iky. One by one 
they saw the tiny, stubby planei 
with their blood-red emblem of 
treachery peel off from forma- 
tion and start the long, scream- 
ing dive toward the oncoming 
squadron of PT-boats. 

"It — it's murder," Dawn 
Wade gasped. "Nine dive- 
bombers against those four 
little boats..." 

"Right," Hannigan barked, 
tight-lipped, "but I'm not too 



p hich one will be 
dered. Those PT-boats are no 
push-overs." 

Tensely they watched the 
first Zero crank out of its dive, 
watched the glittering fragment 
of bomb detach itself, hang for 
a long moment parallel to the 
plane rnd then fall away as the 
Zero broke its dive. Down, 
down it shot— seemingly drawn 
10 the four closely-bunched 
PT-boats as by a giant magnet. 

"Why don't they scatter??" 
Atlas Jones growled, beating 
helpless fists against his knees. 



"Why don't they dodge." 

The bomb arched down — 
down . • ■ and suddenly they 
saw the five PT-boats break 
and scatter as though blown 
aside* by a blast. A moment 
later the bomb seemed to blend 
into a great, whump'mg geyser 
of water that rose from empty 
sea, hundreds of yards from 
any of the deadly, dodging 
craft. 

"Nice going!" Hannigan 
whooped, then. "Those boys 
•re clever. They hang together 
long enough for the Jap to aim 
and then scatter to dodge the 
bombs. Those planes must have 
been lipped off by the sub we 
blew up to drop in here and 
herd the PT-boats into the 
mine-sewn channel." 

One after another the Zeros 
were unloading, until the sea 
seemed alive with gey se ring 
fountains of death. Yet through 
these pillars Came the PT-bnats, 
darting and dodging, skimming 
in and out, always close to- 
gether, yet always just out of 
range of the bomb-bursts. 

And above the steady er.r- 
Ttimp'tr-r-rump of bombs came 
the high-pitched metallic chat- 
ter of automatic guns throwing 
up a curtairi of steel against the 
attack. 

A Zero, flattening for its 
bomb- release, mcl that curtain 
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and vanished in a yellow blaze 
as its bomb exploded in the 
bays. Another got off its bomb 
but faltered on the zoom, fell 
away and went into the distant 
haze, smoking and losing alti- 
tude. Then suddenly the at- 
tacking planes seemed to lose 
heart. They circled wide, wait- 
ing for the last dive-bomber to 
waste bis cargo on the boiling 
sea. Then they re-formed and 
headed south-west, climbing 
into the distances, vanishing 
from sight. 

"They did it," Dawn Wade 
cried, her eyes shining, "Oh, 
what fighters those PT-boat 
men are. Imagine, downing two 
dive-bombers and driving off 
seven more. It was marvelous." 

"And then some," Hanni- 
gan agreed. "But we'd better 
take steps to signal the boys 
when they come roaring 
through the pass or we'll be 
left holding our thumbs." 

Realization of their position 
sent them racing down to the 
beach near the head of the 
pass. Hoodoo jerked off his 
tattered shirt and began to tie 
it onto a palm afioot for a sig- 
nal flag. 

"Hey," Atlas cried suddenly. 
"Look. They're slowing down, 
curving right in toward us." 

It was true. Instead of slam- 
ming toward the mouth of the 
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channel at full speed, the five 
boats were spluttering and set' 
tling into the water as they cut 
the gas and drifted toward 
shore. A moment later Dawn 
and Atlas and Hoodoo were 
knee-deep in the warm surf, 
exchanging greeting with a 
trim, brown- faced youngster 
who introduced himself as 
Lieutenant Butler, in charge of 
tbe squadron. 

"You must be Hannigan, 
Jones and Miss Wade," he 
grinned, showing white, even 
teeth. 

"How did you know?" Hoc 
doo demanded, wide-eyed. 
"We were all set to get shot at 
when we tried to flag you 
down." 

MUTLER GRINNED. 

"Your friend, the sub com- 
mander got Into a zone where 
he could break radio silence 
and gave us the story. Asked us 
as a special favor to pick you 
up. From what he reports of 
your experiences, the J a pa 
aren't going to like you one 
bit." 

They were hustled on board, 
given curt introductions to the 
rest of the youngsters making 
up the crews and commanders 
and then the order was given 
to push off. 
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"Can't loaf on this job," 
Butler chuckled. "We're on our 
way to rendezvous with the big- 
thunder boys — the battle-wag. 
ons of the U.S. Pacific Fleet. 
You'll be puT aboard one of 
the battleships or cruisers and 
dropped ashore at the first con- 
tact outside the war zone." 

Under them the sturdy deck 
drummed heavily. The now of 
the PT slanted skyward u the 
powerful screws bit into the 
water. There was a deafening 
thunder, the rush shattered 
water and they were off, whip, 
ping madly through the chan- 
nel, curving close around the 
coral arms of the lagoon and 
then westering toward the open 

In the shelter of the bow- 
plates, the three adventurers 
rested while Butler listened 
with dancing eyes to the story 
of their exploits. 

"You folks deserve a rest," 
he whistled admiringly, at the 
conclusion of the recital. "You 
ought to be hauled straight for 
a neutral spot and given hon- 
ors. I'm sorry we have to keep 
shuttling you around like this, 
from one hot-spot to another." 

"We'll rest when America 
rests," Hoodoo growled, his 
knuckles whitening under the 
pressure of clenched fists. 
"When the last dirty yellow 
Jap is driven off the face of the 
earth. Until then, in uniform or 
out of it, we'll go on fighting 
while there's an ounce of fight 
left in our bodies." 

"Good fellow," Butler said, 
suddenly sober, and let his 
hand rest for » moment on 
Hannigan's shoulder. "They'll 
never down a fighting spirit 
like that." 

They were interrupted by a 
bellowing shout that lifted even 
above the mighty roar of the 
PT* three giant Packard 
motors. Whirling, Hannigan 
gaped, then burst into a guffaw 
of laughter. Even Dawn Wade's 
merriment tinkled out at the 
sight. 

Big, thick-muscled strong, 
man Atlas Jones was coming 
out of the little cabin. In place 
of the moth-eaten leopard skin 
be had been wearing for his 



weight-lifting act that day on 
Luaka when the Japs bombed 
their boat out of existence, he 
now wore a pair of Navy trou- 
sers. They were too tight but 
the first pair he had been able 
to find that would even admit 
his muscular legs. 

"Look," he bellowed hap- 
pily, ignoring the roars of 
laughter from the crew. "Look, 
Hoodoo. The engineer's a big 
guy— not as big as I am but big 
enough — and he had an extra 
pair of pants. Now bring on 
your doggone Jappies! Now I 
got pants on again, I feel like 
■ new man. Lemme at 'em!!" 

Behind Atlas Jones a sailor ■ 
burst out of the tiny cabin, ran 
forward and handed Butler a 
sheet of yellow paper. In a 
moment the laughter died, as 
every eye was fixed on the 
vouthful commander as he read 
the communication. The ten- 
sion was thick in the air. Every- 
one seemed to know instinc- 
tively that the message spelled 
something beyond the ordi- 
nary. 

* T LAST. Lieutenant Butler 
lowered the paper, spoke 
briefly to the waiting courier 
and then turned, sober-faced, 
to his three passengers. 

"I don't like this a bit," he 
said finally, grim-jawed, "but 
1 can't help myself. Our job has 
been changed a bit. Instead of 
meeting our battle fleet this 
evening and putting you in a 
safer spot behind some good 
armor plate, we're ordered to 
handle a little job the forepart 
of the evening." He paused, 
then added slowly: "It isn't the 
kind of job I like carrying pas- 
sengers on — especially a young 
lady." 

"Don't mind me," Dawn 
Wade said, setting her jaw. 
"I'm just another fighter. Give 
me a gun and go ahead." 

"That goes for us," Hanni- 
gan harked. 

"I'm glad you feel that way," 
Butler said soberly. "I don't 
like it, as I say, but I can't help 

"What's the job?" Hanni- 
gan asked. 

"A nasty scrap," Butler an- 



swered grimly. "We just got 
word of a Jap cruiser, a tanker 
and two smaller cargo boats 
holed up in a bay near the tip 
of North Borneo. They're set- 
ting up a refueling base. Our 
planes think they weren't spot- 
ted — in which case the Japs 
won't know we're wise until we 
, get there." 

"Who," Atlas Jones asked 

Lieutenant Butler grinned 
suddenly, boyishly. 

"The fightingest crowd of 
Jap-killers in the South Seas," 
he chuckled. "Our MTBs — 
Motor Torpedo Boats to you. 
Our orders are to stall around 
near this Kaloon Bay until 
dark, then run in and torpedo 
the cruiser and the rest and do 
what we can To smack the base 
around. It'll be a hit-and-run 
raid. They're still expecting us 
to endezvous with the main 
He 1 on or before midnight." 

The sun reddened bloodily, 
drawing downward across the 
sky. The PT-boats thunder 
steadily on while on each, 
briskly efficient men went about 
their tasks of readying boats, 
torpedoes and the four .50 cali- 
ber machine guns thar were 
their sole artillery for the night 

There was little the three 
passengers could do but keep 
out of the way. Each was 
wrapped in his own thoughts. 
Hoodoo Hannigan stood at the 
bow, watching (he on rushing 
waves, thinking of the job 
ahead and the daring of these 
men who set about it so calmly. 

Ahead lay an enemy -held 
bay, guarded by shore guns, a 
10,000 ton Jap cruiser with 
heavy artillery, a [anker and 
two other large cargo boats, 
each with light guns. 

And here around him were 
five little wooden mosquitos 
humming a daring challenge 
— armed only with four tor- 
pedo tubes and four machine 
guns ■ . . and the invincible 
courage and determination of 
the men who would push 
America to the eventual vic- 
tory, whatever the immediate 
price. 

(To be continued) 
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BALBO*S WATER MAGIC: 
Jim as Balbo was able to 
make water appear aH over the 
itage, you can borrow a quarter 
and squeeze water out of itt 
You can make water pour from 
a pencil! You can borrow a dol- 
lar bill and pour water from it! 
Here's bow: 

"FOUNTAIN PENCIL" 
Hold a pencil at your ringer 

tips. You say: "Hocus-pocus!" 

and water drips from the lead 

point I 

The same method is used for 
this as for the quarter. Have 
the wet paper behind your ear. 
After you borrow the pencil, 
rub it on your left elbow. This 
allows you to pick up the wet 
wad. Hold the pencil by the 
end in your left hand with the 
wet paper hidden in your left 
hand but in contact with the 
end of the pencil. 

When you squeeze the wet 
paper the water runs down the 
pencil invisibly. When it reaches 
the point, the water gathers into 
big drops and trickles down. 
This is a real puzzler! 
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"WET SILVER" 
You show your hands empty 
and then borrow a quarter. 
You squeeze it and drops of 
water drip from the quarterl 

Before you start, crumple up 
a small ball of tissue paper and 
saturate it with water. Place this 
behind your left ear (see fig.). 
Take the quarter and rub it on 
your left elbow. Your left hand 
is near your ear. Pick up the 
wad of wet paper. Now lower 
your left hand and lay the quar- 
ter on the tissue paper. The 
audience doesn't know of the 
wet paper. 

Squeeze the quarter and in- 
cidentally the paper — and the 
water drips downl When you 
have squeezed the paper dry, 
drop your hand with the paper 
in it to your side. Throw the 
quarter back to the person you 
borrowed it from and at the 
same time drop the wad of 
paper to the floor, unnoticed. 



"PAPER FOUNTAIN" 

You borrow a dollar bill and 
roll it into a cornucopia. Hey 
Presto!— you tilt the cornu- 
copia opening downwards and 
a quantity of water pours outl 

For this very effective stunt 
you'll need a thimble and some 
water. That's all. 

Pour some water into the 
thimble and then jam the thim- 
ble on your forefinger (see 
fig.). Keep this finger curled 
into your hand where the audi* 
ence can't see it. Borrow the bill 
and as you start to curve the 
bill into the shape of a cornu- 
copia or cone, insert the finger 
with (he thimble into the cone. 
The audience can't see this. 
When the cone is formed — re- 
move your fingers leaving the 
thimble inside the bill. Say, 
"Hey Prestol" and pour the 
water out of the thimble. 

Reverse the moves, picking 
up the thimble on your finger 
again and hand the bill out for 
examination. . 
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FUNSPORT-THRILLSGAMES 

For You To Enjoy I 



II. r.- for the firsl lime in ONE-BIGBOOK, are till (lie exciting, zestful Acliv- 
ities— Sports— Hobbies— Gaines— Magic— Art— Publics— Acrobatics— Slunts— 
Craftsmanship— Money-Muking Plans, etc., which arc part of every energetic, 
regular fellow! 

A WHOLE LIBRARY OF FASCINATING FAtTTS, FUN & FROLICS 
There is no end to the things to do and Tun to enjoy with thin tremendously 
interesting, entertaining and informative hook! You can learn a Cowboy 
Roping routine; become a "whii" it Ping-Pong; learn to draw Funny Car- 
toona; huild your own equipment and furniture For garnet*, your "den" or 
home; leach your dog tricks; learn icienlifir Boxing and Wresiling; defend 
yourself with Jiu Jitsu; develop ■ "Magic-Show" act; learn to "Spot" air- 
planex; become powerful and develop Mighly Muscles; learn to heronie a 
"Ventriloquist", elr. FUN FOR BOYS gives you a million things to do and en- 
joy-for indoors and outdoors- winter or summer- alone or with your crowd! 
Actually i« WONDER BOOKS IN ONE! Wt the Biggest, Best-Value Book 
Imaginable! 286 THRILL-PACKED PAGES of Description, Ideas, Secrets, 
Suttdfi-tiuns, Surprises— HUNDREDS at illustrations, Drawings and Pictures! 
Never before such an amazing hook— never Wore such a remarkable value! 
Send For This Dnnk Under Our MONEV-BACK GUARANTEE! Just mail 
the coupon — and if you enclose $1.1)0 I stumps, money order, check or cash) 
tec will i<ay the i>o*lag*. If yon prefer C.O.D. it wilt come plui 2'lc postage 
and delivery charges. If not completely satisfied, you can return book and 
get your money hack at once. Vou rhk nothing, so MAIL THE COUPON NOV. 
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You can now own a genuine high powered =■ 

telescope by making it in one evening ol easy - 
work. Included FREE in this Special Offer of iht 
SCIENCE, SIMPLIFIED are all the optical parts completely finished. 

refracting, astronomical telescope over 

long. You can see the mountains & cra- 
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HUNDREDS OF PHOTOGRAPHS. 
HAPS, DRAWINGS. ETC. 
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Volume I- Murruu. contents 
WON DM! or NATURE 
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BSling sighls. 
m " e » away appear close. Com- 
pleie lens kit contains 2" diameter ground and 
polished objective lens and 33 power eyepiece 
lens made in the U.S.A. with lull directions 
tor mounting. Bead how you con gel your 33 
power telescope lens kit FREE wllh this oiler, 

WONDERS AND MYSTERIES OF SCIENCE 
IN THRILLING STORY AND 1,000 PICTURES 

You can now enter the wondrous world ol 
thrilling tours 



WONDERS OF SCI ErJCE, I M P L I F1ED.' ' j 

3 GREAT VOLUMES BOUND TOGETHER 
CONTAIN 1,000 PICTURES AND 15 BOOKS 

This lascincting work conlains three thrilling 
volumes bound together. It is packed with a | 
^housand pictures which simplify lis contents, " 

kinds on Mechanics. Astronomy. Physics. Biol 
ogy. etc. dynamic diagrams, panoramic illus 
Iratlons, and action-photographs up to 100 
ches in size! These hundreds and 
nunareas ol dazzling illustrations cram Ihree 
gorgeous volumes and each ol the three vol- 
igh, and when opened. 




